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Summary: 





Mia always helps heal the sick in Imil, but this time she's the 
one that's ill. 


Jenna tries to help. 


Mia/Jenna short fic written for femslash february 2018 


Saintly 


Jenna curses and fumbles with the tea tray, stacked high 
with biscuits and two huge mugs of hot chocolate. Her 
jostling sloshes a little of the boiling liquid onto the floor and 
of course she immediately steps back into it with her socked 
feet. 


"Ugh. H 


A little bubble of laughter erupts from the living room at her 
disgusted sound and she looks down at the small puddle 
and thinks... Actually, you know what? I'm not dealing with 
this right now. Making a mental note to deal with the mess 
later, she kicks open the door, padding soggily out of the 
kitchen and to the source of the noise. 


It's Mia, laying boneless on the couch under a thick blanket, 
cool towel wedged under one over-heated cheek. When 
jenna approaches she croaks out a 'Hi', her shoulders 
shaking a little, probably with mirth but it could also be the 
high temperature. Or another bout of cold chills. 


"Hey" She replies, and thinks about asking Mia if she wants 
anything: another blanket, an ice pack, some water... you 
know, Good Girlfriend things, but Mia just smiles, a little 
glassy-eyed, and folds her legs up so jenna can share the 
sofa - and let's be honest, her body heat - with Mia. 


Jenna has just enough time to dump the tray on the table 
and strip off her sodden sock before Mia curls herself into 
Jenna's lap, cat-like. In this position Jenna can run her 
fingers through Mia's limp and lifeless hair, holding her 
through the force of her shivers. 


"Hey, Jenna?" She says between shakes some time later, her 
voice small and fragile. 


"Mmm?" 


"Thank you. For coming here and taking care of me. You 
shouldn't have to-" 


"Shh. None of that." Jenna shushes, holding her close and 
smoothing a warm and comforting hand down her back. "You 
look after everyone all the time. And with this awful flu thing 
going around, it's no wonder you're sick." 


"But that's different, I'm-" Mia sits up to protest but Jenna's 
having none of it. 


"A healer, | know. That doesn't mean you can't get ill 
yourself. And anyway..." Jenna changes tack, " You're always 
kind to people when they're sick, right?" 


Mia nods, a touch reluctant. 


"So be kind to yourself." She finishes, kissing Mia's flushed 
forehead. She sighs and smiles, relaxing down into Jenna's 
embrace. 


"You're a saint." Mia smilingly laughs, and Jenna lets out an 
undignified snort. 


"If i'm a saint, then you must be an angel! There's no way i'd 
put up with this crappy Imilian weather all the time. Or the 
old folks constantly asking me to heal them. Or the whole 
‘protecting the lighthouse’ thing. They're already lit, so 
what's up with that?" She rambles and Mia bites her lip, 
contemplative. 


"I've been thinking about that, actually." She hides her head 
under Jenna's chin, warming her cold nose on her cheek. 


"Hmm?" 


" | don't need to be here anymore. Hermes' water flows 
freely from Mercury lighthouse so... the villagers don't need 
my healing powers to make it through winter any longer. l'm 
free to live wherever i want, if i choose to." 


Mia looks up at her pointedly, and Jenna's heart does a little 
flip. 


"Yeah? So, you- You have somewhere in mind?" 


"No." She replies, mouth down-turned, "but i know who i 
want to be with, for as long as they want me." Mia's eyes 
lock on hers, quiet and serious. 


Jenna's knees turn to jelly and she stares at Mia, trying to 
form words. To find the right ones that will convey just how 
much she wants it, how happy she is that Mia wants to live 
with her, to stay with her... 


"That's... yeah. I'd- I'd like that." Mia smiles, warm and soft, 
and she can't help the thought that despite everything - the 
coughing, the sweating, the gross dripping nose and cherry- 
red cheeks - Mia's still the most beautiful woman in the 
world. Then she gets a thought. 


"Well, we could always do an Isaac and Garet if you want?" 
She shrugs, "Though i'd like a house that's actually stable 
and not full of holes, so we'd either buy a house or get a 
builder involved." 


"Do... an Isaac? and...?" She looks confused before her eyes 
light up, and Jenna can almost see the image of Isaac and 


Garet's makeshift home pop up in Mia's mind. 
"Oh! Right! The lookout post." 


"Yeah, the 'lookout post'." Mia chuckles as Jenna moves her 
arm from around her shoulders to act out the air quotes. 


"Yes. They're not as subtle as they think they are, are they?" 


"Yeah, no. Absolutely not! I'm expecting wedding invitations 
any day now. | can feel it in my bones." 


The laughter peters out and Mia gives a tired sigh, lifting a 
hand to cover her mouth. 


"We'll talk about this when i'm better but... for now i need to 
sleep." She presses a kiss to Jenna's cheek and gathers the 
blanket around them both. 


And in no time at all both women were sleeping soundly, 
curled around each other, hot chocolate well and truly 
forgotten. 


